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A MATTER OF FACT ROMANCE.

Ry CHARLES READE,

CHAPTER 111,

And now passed over “The Grove" the
hesvieat hours it had ever known—hours
wn weary as they were bitter to George
Fielding. As the moment of parting drew
nearer, there eame to him that tardy con-
sulation which often comea to the honear
man when it ean bot add to bis pangs ol
regret.

Pethaps no man is good, manly, tender,
geuerous, bunest, and unlucky quite in
wiin ; ot lnst, when such a man is leaving
all who have been unju.t or eo'd to hin,
scales Iall from their eyes, asense of his
vilue flushes like lightning scross their
balfempty skulls nod tepid hearts, they
feel and express some respect and regret,
and make him sadder to leave them; no
did the neighbors of “The Grove” to youny
Fielding. Some hunds gave him now their
first warm pressure, and one or 1wo voices
even faltered aa they said, “God bless thee,
lad 1"

And now the carter's lad ran in with a
messuge from a farmer at the top of the
hill.

“Oh, Master George, Farmer Dodd says
if you please he couldn't think to let you
walk. Youamre to goin bis gig w New-
bury, il you'll walk up as fur as his farm.
Ohb, Master George, 1 be sorry you be g
ing ;" and the boy, who had begun quite
cheerfully, ended in a whimper.

“I thank you! Take my bag, boy, and
I will fullow in half nn hour."

Sarah brought out the bsg, and opened
it, and weeping biterly, put into it a bot
tle with her name on o bit of paper tied
around the neck, to remind poor George

* be was nol forgotten at “The Grove," and

then ahe gave George the key and went
sadly in, ber apron to her eyes.

And now George fixed his eyes on his
brother William and said to him, "William
will you come with me, il you pleage "’

“Ay, George, sure,"

They went through the farm-yard side
by side ; neither apoke, and George took »
Inst look at the ricks, and he paused, and
peemed minded 10 speak, but he did uwet,
he only muttered, “Not here,'" Then
Guorge led the way out into the paddock,
and s0 into the lane, and very soon they
saw the village church; William woundered
George did not speax. They passed under
the yewiree into the church-yard; Wil-
liam's heart fluttered. Heo kuew now
where they were going, but what was
George going to say to him (here? His
beart beat faint-like, By-and-by the broth
s camé to their mother's grave.

The grave was between the two men—
and silence—both looked down.

George whispered, “Good-bye, mother |
She never thougbt we shonld be parted
this way." Then he turned to William,
aod opened his meuth to say something
more to him | doubtless that which he had
come to ssy, but apparently it was too
much for him, I think be feared his own
resolution. He gasped, sod with & heavy
sigh led the way bome. William walked
with him, not knowing what to think, do,
or say ; st last be mautiered, "1 wounldn’t
%0 If my bhoart was here I'

“I shall go, Will,”" replied George, rather
storuly, aa it seewed.

When they came haok to the house, they
found several persons collected.

Mesdows had returued 10 see George off,
and old Merton was alsa there, and he wan
one of those hoarts gave them a bit

of & twinge.
“mald be, “I'm vexed for
unkind to you torday, of all days
i

u the. : - pob think we were to
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Sussn Merton came out of the house;
she lind caoght her father's coneilintory
words | abe seemed composed, bt pale;
she threw her arma nround her futher's
neok,

“Oh, father,” suid she, imploringly, "1
thought it was & dream, but he is going, he
is really going.  Oh, dun't let him go from
us ; apeak him fair, (nther, his apirit (s 80
high "

“Susan,” replied the old farmer, “'may-
hap the Iad thinks me his enemy, bt I'm
not. My daughter ahall not marry & bank-
rupt farmer; but you bring home a thou-
sand pounde —just one thowsand pounds—
to show me you are not a fool, and you
shall bave my daughter, aud she shall have
my blessing."

Mendows exulted,

“Your hand on that, uncle'’ cried
(Gieorge, with ardor; "your hand on that be-
fore Heaven and all present.”

The old farmer gave George hin hand
upon it

“But, father,” eried Sasan, “your words
are sending him away from me."”

“Susan,” maid George, sorrowfully but
firmly, “l am to go, but don’t forget it is
for your sake I leave you, my darling Su-
man, 1o be a better man for your sake,
Unele, mnce your last words there in noill-
will, bLat" (bluntly) "I can’t speak my
heart befure you."

“I'll go, George, I'll go; shan't be said
my sister's son hadu’s Jeave to speak his
mind to let be who at such & time."

Merton turned to leave them, but ere he
hiad taken two steps & most unlooked-for
interruption chained him 10 the spot. An
old man, with & long beard and a glittering
eye, was amuegst them before they were
aware of him; he fixed his eye npon Mead-
ows, and spoke a single word, but that
word fell like a sledge-hammer,

“No!" said Isasc Levi, in the midst.

“No I" repented he to John Meadows.

Meadows understood perfectly what
“no" menaut—a veto upon all his plans,
hopes, and wishes,

“Young man,” said lsanc to George,
“you shall not wander forth from the home
o your fathers. These old eyes see deeper
than yours" (and he sent an eye-stab at
Meadows); "you are honest—all men say
s0—1 will lend you the money for your
rent, and one who lov@s you™' (und he gave
another eye-stab at Mesndows) “will bless
me.

“Oh, yes, 1 bless you," cried™Susan, in-
nocently.

The late exuliing Mendows was benumb-
ed at thia

“Surely Heaven sends you to me.” cried
Susan, "It is Mr. Levi, of Farnborough."

Hee was a diversion ; ‘Meadows cursed
the intruder, and his own evil star that had
raised him up so malignant an enemy.

“All my web undone in s moment,”
thought he, nnd despair Legan to take pos-
session of him,

Sumun, on the other hand, was all joy
sod hope, William more or less despond-
ent

The old Jew glanced from one to anoth-
er, read them all, and enjoyed his triumph,

But when his eye returned 1o George
Fielding he met with something he had
not reckoned upon,

The young man showed no joy, no emo-
tion, He stood immovable, like a statue
of & man, and when he dpened his lips, it
was like a siatue apeaking with its marble
mouth.

“No, Susan, No, old man. I am hon-
ent, though I am poor—and proud, theugh
you have seen me put to shame near my
own homestead more than once to day. To
borrow without & chance of paying is next
door t stealing, and I should never pay
you, My eyes are opened in spite of my
heart. 1 can't farm ‘The Grove' with no
grass, and wheat ot forty shillioge. I've
tried all T know, and I ean't do it. Will,
there is dying to try, and he shall try, and
may Heaven apeed his plow better than it
has poor George's."

“l am oot thinking of the farm now,
George,'” said William. *“I’m thinking of
when we were boys, and veed to play mar-
bleg—together—upon the tombatones,”
And he fultered a little.

“Mr. Levi, it seems you have a kindness
for me ; show it to my brother when I'm
away, if you will be so good.”

“"Hum !" said Issac, doubtfully, "I care
not 1o see your stout young beart give way
as it will. Ah, me! I can pity the wander
er from home. I will speak a word with
you, and then I will go home."

He drew (icorge saide and made him a
weoret communication, Merton called Sa-
san to bim, and made her promise to be
prudent ; then he shook bands with George
and went away.

Now Meadows, from the direotion of
Isanc's glance, and a certain balfsurprived,
half-contemptuous look that stole over
(leorge's face, suspected that his enemy,
whose sagacity he could no longer doubt,
was warning George againet him,

This made him foel very uneasy where
be was, and this respectable man dreaded
some exposure of his secret, 8o he raid
hastily, "'1'll go along with you, farmer ;"
and in & moment was by Merton's side, ua
that worthy stopped to open the gate that
led out of George's premises. His foelings
were anything bot pleassnt when George
called 1o him ;

“No, sir ; stop. You are as good a wit-
ness as | could choose of what I bave to
say, Step this way, if you please, sir."”

Meadows returned, clenched his teeth,
and prepared for the worst, but inwardly
he cursed his uneasy folly in staying here,
inatend of riding hooe the moment George

“I am going—10 speak—1to my brother, | where it hud not been this mAny & yoear; | hor? why do 1 think of her ? 8he loves that | of my own accord, | swear it, | have sworn
he withdrew it quickly, half ashiamed, | man with every fiber of her hody, How she | it however,and T swear it agnin,unless they

Mr. Meadown !" snid he, syllable by sylln:
| ble, to Mendows, in & way brimfal of mean-
ing.
t “To me, Goorge ¥ sald Willlam, a little
unonsy.
"To you? Fail back a hit." (Some
rustics were encranching npon the circle),
{ “'Full back, if you please, this ix & family
malter."”

Isanc Levi, instend of going quite away,
seated himself on a bench outside the pal-
inga.

It was now Willinm's turn to Autter ; he
said, however, to himself. It innbout the
farm ; it must be nbont the farm,”

George resumed, “'I've often had it on
my mind 1o speak to you, but I was
ashamed, now that's the truth ; but now |
am going away from her, I must speak
out, and 1 will=William "'

“Yes, George I"

"“You've taken n fancy—to my Susan,
Willium 7

At these words, which, though they had
cost him so much to say, George rpoke
gravely and ealmnly like common words,
William gave one startled look all around
then buried hia tace directly in his hunds in
a paroxysm of shame.

Susan, who was looking at George, re
| monsirated loudly; “How can you be so
silly, George ' 1 am sure that is the laat
idea poor William-—""

George drew her attention to William by
& wave of the hand,

She held ber tongue in & moment and
turned very red, and lowered her eyes to
the ground, Tt was o very painful situs-
tion—to none more than to Meadows, who
was waiting his turn,

George continued :  "Oh, it in not to re-
proach you, my poor lad. Who could be
near her, and not warm to her! But she
in my laxs, Will, and no other man's, Itis
three yenra since she said the word. And,
though it was my hard luck there should
be some eoolness oetween uva this bitter
day, she will think ol me when the ocean
rolls between us, if no villain undernines
me—-"

“Yillasin ! George!" groaned William.
“That is the word I never thought to hear
from you."

“That's why I speak in
George,

“I do suppose I am aafe against villainy
here.” And his eye swept lightly over
both the men. “Any way, it shan't be a
mig-take or a mis-understanding; it shall
be villainy if 'tis done. Speak, Susan
Merton, and speak your real mind once ftor
sll.”

“Oh, George,” cried Susan, futtering
with love ; “you shall not go in doubt of
me. We nre bethrothed this three years,
and I never regretted my choice s single
moment. | never saw, I never shull see,
the man I could bear to look on beside
you, my beautiful George. Take my ring
and my promise, George." And she put
her ring on his little finger, and kissed hia
bhand. "“Whilat you are irue to me, noth-
ing but death sball part us twain, There
never was any coolness between us, dear;
you only thought so You don't know
what fools women are; how they delight 10
teane the man they love, and 5o torment
themselves ten times more. 1 always lov-
ed you, but never as I do vo-day ; so hon-
eat. so proud, so unfortunate; [ love you, I
honor you, 1 adore you, oh, my love ! wy
love ! my love!”

She saw but George—ushe thought but of
George—nand how to soften his sorrow and
remove his doubts if he had any. And
she poured oui these words of love with
her whole soul, with blushes, and tears,
and all the fire of a chaste and passionate
woman's heart ; and she clung to her love,
and her tender bosom heavad agninst his
and she sirnined him with tears and sighs
to her bosom, and he kissed ber beautiful
head, and his suffering heart drew warmth
from this beavenly contact.

The Inte exulting Meadows turned as
pale as ashes, and trembied from head to
foot.

“Do you hear, Willinm 1" said George.

“1 hear, George," replied William, in an
iron whisper, with bis sullen bead sunk
upon his breast,

(George left Sasan and cume between har
and William,

“Then Busan,” said he, rather loud, "here
is your brother.," William winced.

“William, here is my life!” And he
pointed to SBusan. "Let no wan rob me of
it if one mother really bore us."”

I went through William's heart like s
burning arrow, And this was why George
bad taken him to their mother's grave,
That Bashed across him too,

The poor sulky fellow's bhead was seeu to
rise inch by inch till ho beld it as high as
s king's,

“Never!" be cried, half shouting, hall
weeping, “never, a' help me God! Bhe's
my sister from this hour—no more, no less.
And may the red blight fall on my arm aud
my heart if 1 or auy man takes ber from
you—nny man |" ha cried, his temples fugh-
ing, nnd his eye glittering; “wooner than a
hundred men should take her from you
while | am here, I'd die at their feet a hun.
dred times.”

Well dune, sullen and rugged, but honest
wan ; the eapital tempiation of your life is
wroitled with and thrown. That is always
to every moan o close, a deadly, s bitter
struggle; and we must all wade through
this deep water at one hour or another of
our lives; it is as surely our fate as it is one
day to dio.

These words, that burst from Willlam's
better heart, knocked sl his brother's you
may bo sure; he eame to Williaw, “I be-
lieve you," he said ; *I trost you, I thank
yov." Then he held out bis band; but
nature would have more than thet; in s
woment his arm was arcund bis weck,

time,”" said

and Anne  Fielding's two  sons
grasped one another's hands, and, holding
hands, turned away their heads and teied
to hide their eyes,

Inance Levi enme to the brothers, and said
to William. “Yen, 1 will now,” and then he
went slowly and thoughtfully asay 1o his
own house,

“And now," falered George, “1 feel
strong enongh to go, aud I'll go."

He lovked at all the tamiline objects he
was leaving, ng il to bid them farewell.

In a hutch near the corner of the house
was William's pointer Carlo. Carlo, ob
serving by the general movement that
there was something on fuot, had the curi-
osity to come out to the end of the chain,
and, as be stood there, civing every now
aud then a little uncertain wag of hin tail,
George took nofice of him and came to
him and patted his hend.

"Good-bye, Carlo,” fultered George;
“poor Carlo, you and I shall never go afier
pattridges again, Carlo; the dog shows
more understanding than the Christian;
good bye, Carlo,”" Then he looked wistiul-
ly at William's dog, but he ssid nothing
more,

“'Good-bye, little village church, whero 1
went to church, man and boy; good-bhye,
church-ynrd, where my mother lies; there
will be no church-bells, SBusan, where I am
going ; no Sunday bells to remind me of
my soul and home."”

Susan Hloag her arms around hir neck.
“Oh, George, my pride is all gone, don't
go, don't think to go; have pity on us both
and don't go." And she clung to him—
ber boonet fullen off, her hair disheveled—
and they sobbed and wept in one another's
arms,

Meadows writhed with the jealous an-
guish this snd sight gave him, and at that
moment he tould have cursed the whole
creation.  He tried to fly, but he was root-
ed to the apot. He leaned, sick ns death,
against the palings.

George and Susan cried together, and
then they wiped one another's eyes like
simple country folks, with one pocket-
handkerchief; and then they kissed one
another in turn, and made each other's
tears flow fust agnin; and again wiped one
anotler's eyes with one handkerchief,”

Meadows griped the palings convulsive
Iy ; hell was in his heart.

“Poor souls, God help them " said Wil-
linm to himself,in his purified heart.

George was the first to recover himnelf
“Shame upon me!" he cried; he drew Su-
san to his bosom and pressed u long, burn-
ing kiss upon her brow,

And now all felt the wrench was coming.
George, with a wild, half-terrified look, sig-
naled William to come to him,

“"Help me, Willl You see I have no
more manhood than a girl"

Susan  inatinctively trembled. (eorge
once more pressed his lips to her,as if they
would grow there. William took her hand,
She trembled more and mors,

“Take my hand ; take thy brother's hand,
my poor luss,"” said he.

She trembled violently; and then George
gave a ery that seemed to tear his heart,
and darted from them in n moment,

Poor Susan uttered one despairing
scream, and stretched out both bands for
George. Ho did not see her, for he dared
not louk back.

“Bob, loose the dog,” muttered William,
hastily, in & broken voice,

The dog was loosed,and ran afler George,
who, he thought, was only going for awalk,
Susan was sinking, pale and helpless, upon
her brother’s bosorn.

“Pray, sister,''said gentle William,"pray,
sister, as I must,”

A faint abiver was all the answer; her
senses had almoat left ber.

When George was o little way up the
hill, something ran suddenly againat bias
legs; he started—it was Carlo. He turned
and lifted up his bands to Heaven, and
William could see that ha was bleasing him
for this, Carlo was more than a dog to
poor George at that cruel moment. Soon
after that George and Carlo resched the
crown of the hill. CGeorge's figure stood
wlone a moment between them and the sky.
He was seen to tnke his hat off and raise
his hands once more to Heaven, whilst he
looked down upon all be loved and left;
sod then he turned bis sorrowiul face again
toward thst distant land, and they saw him
no wore !

CHAPTER 1V,

The moment George Fielding was out of
sight Mr.Meadows went 10 the public-houss,
flung Limgell on his powerful Llack mare,
and rode homeward without & word. Oune
sirong passion afler another awept ncross
his troubled mind. He burned with love,
he was sick with jealousy, cold with de-
spondency, and, for the first time, smurted
with remorse. George Fielding was gone,
gone of his own accord; but, like the llying
Parthian, he had shot his keenest arrow in
the moment of defeat,

“"What the better am I7' thus ran this
man's thoughta. "I bave opened my own
eyes, and Somn seems farther from me
than ever now; my heart is like & lump of
lead hore; I wish 1 had never been borm,
S0 wuch for schoming. 1 would have given
s thousand pounds for this, and now I'd
give double to be where I was before. 1
had honest bopes then; now where are
they? How lucky it seemed ull to go, toe,
Ah! that isit,"May all your good luck turn
to wormwood!" (hat was his word, his very
word, asd my good luek is wormwood; so
much for lifing & hand against gray hair,
Jew or Geutile. Why did the old heathen
provoke me, then? 1'd as soon die as live
this day. That's right, start st & handful
of steaw; lie dowu in it oue winute and
tremble at the aight of it the vext, ye idiot,
Oh, Susan! Soean! Why do 1 think of

clung to him ! how she grew to him! And
| stood there and looked on it, and did not |
kill them Loth, Seen it! I see it now; it
is burnt into my eyes and my heart forever.
Inmin hell! Tam in bell! Hold up, you
bundering fool ; hus the devil got into you,
too T Perdition seize me! Muy he die and
rot before the year's out, 1en thousand
miles from home! may his ship sink to the |
hottom of the— What right have I to curse
the man, aa well as drive him ncross the
sea? Curse yoursell, John Meadows,
They are true lovers, and 1 have parted
them, und looked on and seen their tears.
Heavén pity them and forgive me. So he
koew of his brother's love for her afier all;
Why didn't he speak to me, I wonder, as
well as to Will Fielding? The old Jow
warned him ngainst me, I'll swenr, Why ?
Why, becauss you are m respecinble man,
John Meadows, and he thought & hint was
enough to & man of your character, ‘I do
suppose | am safe from villainy hers," says
he. That lad spared me; he could bave
given me u red face before them all; now
if there are angels thut fluat in the air, and
see what passes amongst us siwners, how
must John Meadows have looked beside
George Fielding that moment ? This love
will sink my soul! 1 can't breathe botwesn
these bedges,my tewplea are bursting! Oh
you want to gallop, do you? Gallop then,
and faster than ye ever did since ye were
fonled—confound ye!" With this, he apur-
red his mare furiously up the bank, and
went croshing through the dead hedge that
surmounted it; he struck his hst at the
same mument fiercely from his head (it was
fast by a black ribhen to his button-hole);
and as they lighted by a descent of some
two feet on the edge of a prass-ficld he
again drove his spurs into his great fiery
mare, all vein and bone. Black Rachel
snorted with amazement at the spur, and
with warlike delight at finding grass be-
ueath her feet aod free air whistling around
her ears, she gave one gigantic bound like
a buck, with arching buck and all four legs
in the nir at once (it would have unseated
many o rider, but never moved the iron
Meadows), and, with dilating nostril and
ears laid back, ahe hurled hereell across
country like a stone from a aling.

Meadows' house was about four miles
and a half distant &s the crow Hiea, and be
went home to-day as the crow fles, only
faster, None would have known the siaid,
respectable Meadows in this fignre that
came flying over hedge, and ditch and
brook, his hat dangling and leaping like
mad behind him, his hand now and then
clutehing his breast, his heart tossed like &
boat among the breakers, his lips white, his
teeth clenched, and his eyes blazing! The
mare took avery thing in ber stride, but at
last they came somewhat suddenly on an
enormous high, stiff fence; to clear it was
impossible; by this time man and benst
were equally reckless; they went straight
into it and through it as a buller goes
through n pane of glass; and on again ever
brock and fence, plowed field aud meadow,
till Meadows found himuelf, he scarce knew
how, at his own door. His old deal pervant
eame out from the stable-yard and guzed
in astonishment at the mare, whose flank
panted, whose tail quivered, whose back
looked as if she hud been in the river,while
her belly was stained with halt s dozen dif
ferent kinds ol soil, and her rider's face
streamed with blood from a dozen scratches
he had never felt,

Mendows flung. himself from the saddle
and ran up to his own room ; he dashed hia
face and bis burning hands into water,
thin seemed to do bim a liule good, He
came down stwirs; he lighted o pipe (we
are the children of habit); he sat with his
eyebrows painfully bent. People called on
him, he fiercely refused to see them.

For the first time in his life he turned his
back on business. He sat for hours by the
fire-place; afierce mental struggle wrench-
ed him 1o and fro,

Evening came, still. he aat collapsed by
the fire-place. From his window, among
other ohjects, two dwellings were visible;
one, distant four niles, had 8 whitewashed
cottage, tiled instead of thatched, adorned
with creepers and roses, and very cloan,but
in other reapects little superior to laborers’
cottages.

The ether, distant six long miles, was the
Urasswmere farm-house, where the Mertons
lived; the windows seemed burnished gold
this evening.

In the amall cotinge lived & plain old wo-
man—a Methodist; she was Meadows'
mother,

She did not admire worldly people, still
leas envied thom.

He was too good a churehman and man
of business to permit conventicles of psalm.
singing at odd hours in his house. Bo she
preferred living in her own,which moreover
was her own—her very own,

The old woman never spoke of her son,
and checked all complaints of him, and
snuhbed all experimental culogies of him,

Meadows never spoke of his mother; paid
her s small allowance with the regularity
and affectionute grace of elock-work ; nev-
er askod her if she didu't want more—
would not have refused her if she had asked
for dauble.

This evening whilst the sun was shining
with all his avening glory on Susan Mer-
ton's bouse, Meadowa went slowly to his
window anu pulled down the blind, and,
drawing his breath hard, shul the loved
prospect out.

Ho then laid his band upon the table,
and be aaid, "I swear, by the holy bresd
and wine 1 took last month, that I will noy
put myself in the way of this sirong tempa-
tion. Tawear 1 will go no more to Graas
mare farm, neverso long as | love Susan,"
Ho sadded, faintly, "Unless they send for

me; and they wou't du that, snd I woo'i go

pend for me !’

Thea he snt by the fire with  his hend in
his hande—a postire he never was aeen in
belora; next he wrote & note, wnd senr it

hwstily with n horse nnd eart 1o that white- |

washed cottage.

Old Mra. Meadows snt in her door-way
reading a theologieal work ealled * DBelies-
er's Buttons.,”  She tnok the note, looked
st it “"Why, this is from John, [ think;
what can he have to say to me?'  She pat
on her sjactacles ngain.ehich ahe had 1ak-
en off un the messenger first nccosting her,
and deliberately opened, smothed, and read
the note. It ran thus:

“Mather, I nm lonely; come over and
slay awhile with me, it you plense

"Your dutiful son, Jons Meavows,”

“Here. Hunnab," cried the old womnn
to u neighbor's daughter that was nearly
alwnys with her,

Hannah, & comely girl of fourieen, came
running in,

“Here's John wants me to go over 1o his
house: get me the pen and ink, girl, out of
tbe copboard, und 1'1l write him a word or
two, anyway. I there nny thing amise 7'’
said she, quickly, to the man,

“He came in with the black mare all in
a lather just after dinner, and he hasn't
spoken to u soul since, that's all 1 know,
wiseus. 1 think something has put him
ont, and he isn't soon put out, you know he |
(TTTR

Hannah left the room after placing the
paper us she wus bid,

“You will all be put out that trust to an
arm of fleah, all of ye, master of man, Dick
Messenger," aaid the disciple of John Wos-
loy, somewhat grimly; "ay, and be put out
of the kingdom of Heaven, too, if yo don't
take heed.”

“In thut the news I'm 1o take back 1o
Farnborough, missus?' saig Messenger,
with quiet, rustic irony.

“No; I'll write to him."”

The old woman wrote a few lines romind.
ing Meadows that the pursuit of earthly ob-
Jects could never bring any steady comfort,
and telling him that she should be Jost in
hin great house—that it would seem quite
strange to ber to go into the town alter so
many yeurs' quiet—but that if be was mind-
ed to come out and see her, she would be
glad 1o see him, and glad of the oppurtuni-
ty 1o give him her advice, if e wns in »
better finme for listening 1o it than Ins,
time she offered i1 to him, and that was two
years come Martinmas,

Then the old wonina pauscd, next she re-
flected, and afterward dried her vnfinished
letter.  And s she began sluwly to fold i |
up and put in her pocket, “Hannab,” cricd
she, thoughtfully.

Haunsn sppeared in the door-way.,

"1 dare sny—you may folch—my clonk
and bonnet.  Why, if the weuch hasn't Kot
them on her arm. What, you made op your
mind that I should go, then?’

“That T did," replied Hannah, *“Your
warm shawl is in the cart, Mrs. Meadows."

“Oh, you did, did you? Young folks are
apt to be sure and certain. 1 was in two
minds about it, s0 I don't see how the child
could be sure,” said she, dividing ber re-
mark between vacancy and the person ad-
dressed; & grammatical privilege of old
age.

"Oh, but 1 was sure, for that matter,” re-
plied Hannah, firmly,

“"And what made the little wench 5o sure,
I wonder?' said the old wowman, now in
her black bonnet and searlet cloak.

“Why, la!" says Hannah, “becavse it's
your won, ma'nm, and you'rs his wmother,
Dame Meadows!"

[Continued next week.,)
——————e
HE SAT DOWN,
Deirmruu.

We were ranning through South Caro.
lina, when a areat big giant of u fellow
with a terrible eye and a voice like a fog-
horn'boarded the train at a small station.
I think most of the pawengers sized him
up as 8 chap whom it would be dangeroun
to argue with, but the giant wasn't satisfied
with that. He blustered at the conductor,
growled at the brakeman, and looked
around ns if seeking some one to pick a
fuss with, Everybody anawered him oivil-
Iy. and he had two or three seats to himanlf,
but the man who wants a row can general-
ly find some pretext. About the center of
the ear a pale-looking chap about twenty-
five years old oceupied & seal and was
reading n newspaper. After & time the
giant rubbed along to where the young
man #at and growled our

“Steanger, what may be the fiest cost of
such a hat ns yours ¥

The young mwan looked up with & fush in
his big blue eyes and then turned to his
paper without replying.

“"Hey! Did you hoar me?" rinred the
other, ns he leaned over the sest and lified
the hat off the young man's head,

Quicker than one conld count six & shin-
ing revolver came from you couldn't tell
where, lified itself on u level with the hig
man's eye, and the white fingers clutching
the butt neves trembled & hair's breadth s
& quiet voice attered the words :

“Deop that bat.”

The hat fell from the ginnt's grasp, and
the quiet voice continued

“Now you sit down, or 1 will kil you I"

The muzale of the weapon was not wix
inches trom the man's eys, aud I saw him
turn from red to white in ten seconds, He
backed nway at the command, sat down in
a seat opposite, and never stood up or said
snother word during hin ride of iweunly
miles. Fe had & “oavy” dnder bia coat,
but somdlhing in that quiet voice and blue
eye warned him that the wove of & finger
on his part would crash & bullet into his

Middle of Decombe, aod to auow yel.
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1 -t--o! beglde two narrow graves,
Benwath the setting sun—

The tust of three friends *“Joal and true*”
I #tood the anly one,

I vaw them fude, the young the fair,
I saw their sweet ayes eline,

| And fold thelr patisnt hands unto

| A stutue-like repose,

I eame unto my girlhood's home,
Bright shone the morning sun,

But she whose steps were linked with mine
Her weary course had run,

I passed with faltering, subdued steps

rom silent raom to rown,

Onee lighted by her quiet smile,

Now shadowed by the tomb,

T looked apon the forest groen,
Wheee puthe our stops onee trod

Mine tread them still in solituds,
While her's huve paesed to God.

I truee the trackiess felds of air,

5 Tl}rl;;-‘hb- hie,ln bor apirit fied,
ut fullow her alowe in e —
Eho slumbers with !h‘::ud.

The Lreero with music.murmur sweeps
Through many n elustering vine,

And winged with fragranes falls ssleep
Where, low in denth, recline

Two flowers from one parent stem,
Two “loved and lost" of yors,

And whispers low, ‘mid falling toars,
“Not dend, but gone before,”

I Inoked on all she loved below,
The home her presence blessod—
Pure centre of ench joy or woe—
The babe whom she carensed—
I know they held her spirit’s ehords
In many a strong, deep fold—
That wild they hold, Love disth net,
Nor fades, nor o'er grows ooid,

Blinded with tears, I turned sway,
Junt gs o gulden wand

Glam, thwart the day’s declining face,
And brightened nll the land ;

And bending o'er those Bower-strewn graves
A rainbow archod the skies—

Born of aur blending wmilos nnd tears—
Ewen but by Faith's clear eyes,

Umion Sram, K., Dee. 3, 1882,

TESTING A KUKLUX.

Deteoit Free Press,

While I was in Charleston talking with
n gentleman from the interior of the state,
regnrding the state of the country afier the
clone of the war, and when the conversation
had drifted 1o the kuklux point, T asked ;

"Colone], did you ever receive a warning
to lenve 7'

“Three of "em," he ealmly replied,

“"Regular noticea?”

“Regular notices, and meant for Lugi-
neas. "’

“On acconnt of polities?”

“Not altogether. While I am a demo-
erat, in one instance I opposed the nomi-
natior of an unfit man for office.  Not only
that, bat I heat him out of it, and substitat-
ed an honest man,  That action produged
results, but the main ohject was to get my
Innd for u song and clean me out,  The no-
tice gave mo three days in which to leave
the state.”

“And what did you do?"

“I mounted my horse, took my shotgun,
and rode to the plantation of the man who
wrute the warning, ™'

“1d you know who it was 7"

“I suspected, nnd 1 tested him,  He saw
me approachiog and ran for his gun.- That
action proved him to be the right man, e

eame out with his shotgun, took a dead rest
on a bar, and fired & handful of huckshot
at me from a distance of fifty feet. Six-
teen of thum struck me in the chest, arm

anil # ouller, and I tumbled from the
horse.

“What did he d then?”

“Acted folish—very fuolish ; and I have
always wondered nt it.  Instead of waiting
to relond, he came running up to finish me
with his kuife, and that was the chance 10
keel him over. He didu't kick twice aftor
I fired.”

“And did that end it 7

“Practically, slthough be lefl two sons
who have been shooting at me off and on
for two or three years past. If they con-
tinue annoying me I'll hase o take & half
a day some time this full and bunt ‘em ot

“And his wife.”

“Well, the widow has offered to marry
any man who will kill me, but hasn't work-
ed up any candidates yot. Havon smoke,
or someting to deink ¥*

Peculiar Death of .__i';I-l;l Lady,

Whom it Is Said was Kin
Fright, Ml

Surinrvinig, Dee. 12.—A Elary Inf n
very pecilisr death  eomes today from
Hendiicke 1ownship, 1his county, Last
October Me, Hugh HBeannon gave n social
dance at hin house, which was atended hy
all the young people of the neighborhood
Among the guests were Miss Lottie Stroup,
daoghter of My, Poter Stroup, & well
known citizen, and her cousin, John Brant.
During the evening young Bran} und a
fellow named Thurston got into & fight,
which resulted in Brant Betling & terrible
whipping. Some one informed Miss Stroup
that ber cousin was killed, and instinctive-
ly she ran to where he was lying in the
vard, where the fight ook place. Brant
wis not dend, and ax Mixs Stroup knelt ag
bis side he turaed over, showing his fuce
covared with blood and broises, The sight
#a hortified the lady that she fainied, and
then had a spasm, from which she never
returned 1o consciousness, Yesterduy, sf
ter being in & semi-unconscious eondition,
she died, just forty davs after she recoived
hor fright, Misa Stroup was » Indy of
good mental abilities, her mind being well
bulanced.  Her friends all glnim that she
was scarod 1o death,

A Meuse's Nest in a Horse's Heeor,
FEsn Diegy Sun,

A ainid old family nag belonging 1o
William Jorrex wan hrought to the whop 1o
be reshod. The hoofs had grown very
long, leaving hollow grooves benanth their
outer rims.  On cutting away this shell 1o
make » foundation for the shoe, a hole was
poticed underneath, and the sttention of
Mr, Koster was called 10 i1, He investi-
gated and found six young, living mice,
cloaaly nestled within the hollow dixk,

The Little Town of 'l"r Y.
Atlauta Constitutlon,

Ty Ty in one of those little places with &
queer name, which proposes 1o get & town
charter und join in the march of baman
svenis. Lt rejoices in stores of terpentine,
in addition 1o the other good thiags usual-
1 found in w thrifty Goorgin vitlage.

Lightning struok the barn of Wesley
i&pt:u. uo‘r Baldwin’s, L 1, eut the
i the mow inin 1wo
though cut with » kntler and |
bl stables, Killing W bacs: Tt -
lowsd the groand far fun feel, sirikiug o
bhog pen wad killiug owu hogs,




